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Author's Notes: 

-crashes through the fandom door- IM HAVING ANOTHER NOSTALGIA TRIP..and I'm still kind of (really) drunk 
Same universe as ‘Drunk’ when you think about it and kudos to you if you can pin point give-or-take the 
month and year this takes place by the cues. Most likely inconsistent with actual band history but I'm drunk | 
wrote this while drunk and this seemed like a good idea. Some day I'll brush up on GnR history instead of 
relying on the remnants of an obsession from YEARS AGO, and I'll write something big and grand. Until 
then.here's Slaxll 


"| don't wanna -hic- to resist you anymore..." 
Axl kisses him chastely, as if to prove an already proven point. 
He can taste the bitterness of heroin, and it mashes ugly with the beer on his tongue. 


Axl half-expects fists to crunch into his pretty, sweet face, along with a restraining order. 


He never gets that. He gets guitar-weathered fingers brushing against the slope of his jaw instead. Not 
punching nor slapping, he never gets called a fuckboy or a faggot, Slash's slurred voice instead forms syllables 
that make out a vague: 

“Then..don’t" 

Funny how simple things seem when you're high off your rockets. 


Big, rough hands reach out to drag malleable limbs to his lap. 


It's not pretty, and it tastes like drugs, sweat and regret, but hey, there'd be nothing to resist if his and 


Slash's whatever-the-fuck-you-wanna-call-it was all gummy bears and hooker's fits 


Axl is vaguely aware of how the booze bubbling inside of him is just begging to be ejected but goddamrit, it 
feels too good. He needs to get this out of his system more. 


His fingers are gripping Slash's coarse hair, hanging for his dear fucking life. 


In the background he can hear the murky, alcohol-drowned guitars by one of those no-name Seattle bands so 


popular nowadays. Problems in Norway. Clinton's having an affair. Huh 

His heart thumps in his chest to the bassline, and Slash's back hits the lumpy couch cushion. Axl wonders if 
Slash has lice, ‘cause if he does then those are a bitch to kill and Axl will no doubt contract them like every 
single STD he might carry as well 

Logic be damned, his long, flowing locks of strawberry blonde hair as well. 


Damnit all. Damnit all to heil 


The next morning he gets the typical hangover call from Izzy sayin that he and Slash left together again, and 
asking if they roughed each up -with their fists- too bad. 


He says no, but if Axl hadn't just finished spewing every last bit of alcohol, food and semen from his guts then 
he would've realized the fact that Izzy was asking him this from Slash's home phone. 


It dawns on Axl, but he's so out of it that it dulls the ache. There's perfectly reasonable explanations to why 
he could be at Slash's after a night of partying. There are perfectly good reasons why they ditched. Why they 
have bruises and bite marks. Not everything has to be gay. 


One good look at the sleeping guitarist and it confirms that what transgressed last night was very, very gay. 


Axl partially hates him for his ability to sleep, given the circumstances, spread-eagle with nothing but thin, 
cotton blankets keeping his modesty. Axl woke up burrowed at his side, curled up like he was in his mothers 


womb. Inhaling flesh. 


His eyes flicker apathetically to tanned skin, marred by rings of teeth and yellowing impact wounds. Axl shakes 
his head. 


What the fuck is wrong with him? 
He quietly puts on his pants, as is protocol, and hopes his asshole is still intact. 


Axl once had a female friend -who he didn’t fuck- who got butt-fucked by her incompetent (ex)boyfriend and 


had to wear an adult diaper for a few days afterwards. 

Axl hopes that won't happen to him. He hopes that nothing's torn and its the hangover-induced migraine that 
makes his asshole feel all fine and dandy. He pukes once more before pulling on his + shirt and jacket, flushes 
the toilet and Slash is still asleep. 

Motherfucker. 


Outside, Axl is such a mess that he looks like another one of those random Joes who got drunk and made a 


bad decision. 


Except he's not a random Joe-Shmoe and this has to be the fourth or fifth time he repeats the same 


mistake. It's not even a mistake anymore, more like careless complicity. 


Whatever. The sky is too blue, the birds are singing at a suicide inducing volume and he just bumped into some 


rude fuck. 


His mind is still fixated on whisps of a stream of consciousness thwarted by one to many drinks and a heroin 


rush. Sweat-slick skin slapping and a grunted 1 fucking love you’ 
Or maybe a 1 love fucking you‘ 

Or 1 fucking cant believe Im fucking you." 

It's all the same to Axl Rose. 

Oh well. 

Another day, another dollar. 

Another day, another mistake. 


End 


